THE   LOVERS   OF  ORELAY

story, for Boris was full of stories. She observed
life as it went by, and could recall what she had seen.
Our talk had gone back to years before, to the even-
ing when I first saw her cross the drawing-room in
a white dress, her gold hair hanging over her shoul-
ders ; and in that moment, as she crossed the room, I
had noticed a look of recognition in her eyes; the look
was purely instinctive; she was not aware of it her-
self, but I could not help understanding it as a look
whereby she recognised me as one of her kin. I had
often spoken to her of that look, and we liked speak-
ing about it, and about the time when we became
friends in Paris. She had written asking me to go
to see her and her mother. I had found them in a,
strange little hotel, just starting for some distant
suburb, going there to buy presents from an old
couple, dealers in china and glass, from whom,
Doris's mother explained, she would be able to
buy her presents fifty per cent, cheaper than else-
where, She was one of those women who would
spend three shillings on a cab in order to save two-
pence on a vase.

** It took us two hours to get to that old, forgotten
quarter, to the old quaint street where they lived.
They were old-world Jews who read the Talmud, and
seemed to be quite isolated, out of touch with the mod-
ern world. It was like going back to the Middle
Ages; this queer old couple moving like goblins among
the china and glass. Bo you ever see them now?
Are they dead? M

** Let me tell you," cried Boris, " what happened.
The old man died two years ago, and his wife, who
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